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V------stared.
"But he was my friend. I could not be so unchristian as to
refuse him what he sincerely wished to know."
Almost any one of Russia's eight million soldiers might have
made the same excuse as V------had made, not merely for talking
freely to a Swede, but even for talking to a German. Torture by
wild horses could drag nothing out of them, but against^the charms
of common humanity they had no guard. My heart missed a beat
when I looked at the arch-innocent V------and heard him offer his
Russian Christ as his apology for handing over the entire dispositions
of the Russian Army to a possible enemy spy,
"We'll have to do something about this damn' quickly. Is
he still at the Astoria ?"
V------didn't know, but the Swede had told him to write to
the Astoria whenever he had news that the war was coming to an
end. Poor, poor V------!
It was against the regulations for either of us to leave Tsarskoe
Selo without special permission, but the regulations would have
to go hang.
I asked V------if there would be time to alter the arrangements
for the attack and received the reply that it was not intended to
take place for over a month yet because the troops could not be
concentrated in less time owing to the fact that there were almost
no railway-lines running parallel to the front, and troops had to
be moved in a roundabout way inland. It seemed, then, that we
could still prevent the worst harm that could arise from V------'s
disclosures to the Swede, even if we were not in time to arrest him.
But when I mentioned this (to my mind ameliorating) circumstance
to V------, thinking to raise the gloom which had descended on him
as he began to comprehend the enormity of what he had done, I
got the shattering reply that the Germans always knew what was
going to happen and were always ready for any move which the
Russians had planned as a surprise. And when he had made this
remark the spirits of this astounding fellow actually began to rise
again as if he seemed to think that one more leakage of information
could not be considered heinous at aU. I was ready to grant that
there seemed to be something in his claim. My foot slackened on
the accelerator pedal, and I rolled along the streets of Petrograd
with a disturbing feeling that all I might get out of this adventure
would be to be scolded and sent home to bed.
QiapliBsky took a hearteningly different view, however. He
spoke on the telephone at once, and in a few minutes two cars full
of soldiers and an officer drew up at the street-door of Chaplinsky's
fiat. The officer cameupstairs, and he and Chaplinsky talked together